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PREFACE 



^^Brave as a lion" is such an old and 

common simile that children use it. Brian 
Born was '^bold as a bear". Jack Cade 
was called '^ conrageoas as a king". One 
of Irving's good fellows was * ^daring as the 
devil". But who ever heard anyone say, 
*^as manly as a schoolmaster"? 

Why not? 

Yon will find authorities from Montaigne 
to Maxwell writing answers. 

John Davidson maintains that wages are 
not high enough to bring real men into the 
business. Maybe so. But in other callings 
among the very poor, manly men are plenty. 
We know those who have left the charge of 
a classroom to enter less remunerative work 
and will not return. 
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6 PREFACE 

Nor is it association with childi^en and 
women that makes a schoolman lose 
virility. All the medical specialists I know 
who study the diseases of women and chil- 
dren are manly men. 

Don't you think that possibly the type of 
administration that has grown up to govern 
school people may be responsible for repel- 
ling masculine persons from educational 
employment? It does not seem to make 
those males that stay in schools more virile. 

I have worked in five school systems and 
have formed a partial acquaintance with 
forty or fifty others. In none of these are 
employees developing manhood. The * ^sys- 
tem" makes us ^^weaklings who seem to 
crave affectionate forbearance; little crea- 
tures who run with their garrulous tales of 
petty troubles hungering for sympathy and 
appreciation." 

G. W. Bardeen dissected this long ago in 
a book named ^ ^Teaching as a Business." It 
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18 the saddest, truest talk about us ever 
crystallized in print. The editor of theS'un 

says so. 

It moved me to tell Mr. Bardeen an epi- 
sode of my experience. He printed it in 
The School Bulletin under the title ^^Looking 
for Trouble," letting it go among those 
pedagogical storiettes he has invented. 
Oood people thought him the author and 
scored him for scoring "our profession,'^ 
I am to blame for it. 

McGill, the slaty- eyed superintendent, — 
I am he. Ware, you may see from the tale 
was unfit to be an instructor of youth. His 
language speaks for itself. I saved the 
schools from him. He is now attorney for 
a railway. Herman Stark is prominent in 
metropolitan politics. Every Brooklyn 
school man knows him. The other people 
will find no trouble in finding themselves. 

I apologize. 

New York, March 11, 1907. 
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LOOKING FOR TROUBLE 



Bverybody was delighted. 

There were five or six fathers present who 
had given up the afternoon to hear their 
boys speak. There were mothers a plenty. 
With smiles and praise, all were compli- 
menting William Ware, the young principal. 
They said that no school in the city had 
ever before presented so novel and enter- 
taining an exercise. 

The boys and girls had held a real elec- 
tion, preceded by an hour of political 
campaign of boy and girl speeches in favor 
of the various actual candidates who were 
to be voted for at the city polls by real citi- 

(9) . 
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10 LOOKING FOB TROUBLE 

zens on the next Tuesday. Canvas voting 
booths had been set up in the four comers 
of the assembly hall. Each class had been 
constituted a voting precinct with its young 
inspectors and clerks of election. Everyone 
had been provided with actual printed 
ballots. Mr. Herman Stark had been 
elected mayor of Somerset and had been 
notified thereof by a delegation of boys who 
left the school at four o'clock and called at 

his office. 

Principal Ware was happy. This was 
one of the features of teaching civics that the 
bright and energetic Miss Blake, teacher of 
the highest class, had suggested. She had 
drilled the speakers, guided their enthusiasm, 
inspired them with ' ' ideals of pure politics' ' , 
and given them an opportunity of showing 
how the Prescott school could demonstrate 
** pupil eelf-activity " without the open 
appearance of the hand or voice of any 

Jteftph V. : 
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LOOKING FOR TROUBLE 11 

All this, William Ware was modestly 
telling the papas and mammas who came to 
him to praise the doings of the afternoon. 
He went to his boarding house with the 
pleasant inward glow of satisfaction that 
belongs to a healthy young man connected 
with an institution that has scored a popular 
success. 

The coming mayorality contest was an 
absorbing topic in the city of Somerset. 
Four tickets were in the field. Herman 
Stark had been the first candidate put for- 
ward to dispute the claims of the Hon, 
Henry Larkins to a fourth term. Then two 
more tickets materialized, which, with Lar- 
kins and his ''old stand pats ", made the 
liveliest four-cornered fight Somerset had 
ever experienced. But none of the bitter- 
ness of the campaign had shown in the moot 
election conducted in the Prescott school. 
It was a boy and girl affair tempered by a 
tactful teacher. Ware enjoyed it from the 
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start; he was proud of his youngsters and 
pleased at the enjoyment of the audience. 

Not so His Honor, Mayor Henry Larkins. 
Whether it was the triumph of Herman 
Stark in this mimic battle or whether it was 
a conventional distrust of anything bright 
and novel in a school, only a mental analyst 
can say; but before the day ended the Hon. 
Henry Larkins had sent for the City Super- 
intendent of Public Instruction and had 
wigged him well for permitting such an 
affair to be perpetrated in any of the city 
schools. 

When William Ware arose on Saturday 
morning, still sweetened within by the 
parental praises of yesterday, he found a 
note that had been sent early: 

''I should like to see you at my office at 
half past eight o'clock, Saturday morning. 

Thomas McGiiiL 
City Superintendent of Public Instruction.*' 

When the young man reached the inner 



LOOKING FOB TROUBLE IS 

room of his chief he felt a tenseness of the 
atmosphere such as precedes a storm. 

Superintendent McGill had braced himself 
back in his chair. His slaty eyes were 
harder than usual. His white face and 
black beard made a suitable setting for them. 
**I am astounded, sir,'* he began, "at 

your foolhardiness and contumacy. You 
have annoyed me beyond measure. If there 
is one thing that I have commanded my 
schools to avoid it is mixing in politics. 
You know it thoroughly. Complaints 
against you from the highest officials of the 
city have been filed in this office, because of 

your scandalous affair of yesterday. It 
must be stopped. I had my doubts of your 
fitness when you were placed in charge of 

that school last year but I defended you. 
You have bitterly disappointed me. You 
are an ingrate. You are grossly insubordi- 
nate and unfit. What have you to say ? ' ' 
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II 

Poor young Ware was one of those sensi- 
tive souls whom unfriendly criticism wilts 
and withers. Only son of sentimentally de- 
voted parents he had grown up shielded from 
the hard knocks that toughen the skin of most 
boys. In the little college he had attended 
they caUed him * ^Gentle Willy Ware''. 
The name had stung and wounded him. 
He had hoped to be a cataloguer in a library 
where he could be with books all day long. 
But old Professor Gow had induced him to 
prepare for the examinations for principal's 
license in the great city of Somerset, where 
civil service methods of securing teachers 
were in vogue. He headed the list and was 
assigned to the Prescott school. 

He had followed a man so illiterate, 
blustering and dogmatic that his gentle and 
scholarly personality coming to the institu- 
tion at the psychological moment made him 
especially acceptable to teachers, children 
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and parents. Work had been a delight. 
Thanks and praise had come from many 
sources, except, of course, from Superinten- 
dent McGill, who was known never as a 
teacher to have given '* a high mark " or as 
a superintendent to have praised a soul. 
Ware, to whom the approbation of his 
superiors in school and college had been as 
food and drink, had hoped long for some 
word of recognition from the city superin- 
tendent. He had worked days and nights 
and Sundays to win it. His failure with 
the superintendent had given him an in- 
growing conscience. He had grown even 
more supersensitive than ever so far as hope 
for praise from that man was concerned. 

But now, especially simimoned to the 
presence, he had been condemned and rep- 
rimanded. It stung him through and 
through. It paralyzed his sense of propor- 
tion and bewildered his intellect. He seemed 
to himself a miserable failure, too weak even 
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to explain or apologize. The fact is, though 
twenty-three years old, he was a child. 
He needed the great jog that comes to ub 
sooner or later to shake the hahyhood out of 
him. 

* a give you fair warning,'' continued the 
dreadful voice behind the hard, dark eyes, 
^^that I shall not nominate you for reelection 
at the close of your school year." 

After a few moments of further castigation, 
the chiei dismissed him from the sanctum. 

Ill 

All that day the weakling brooded in his 
room. He felt the dryness on his tongue, 
the lump in his throat, that come from ner- 
vous suffering. He felt the dull heartache 
that morbid poets write about. He suffered 
all the more because he knew that most men 
would have taken the same judgment lightly. 

Night came and found him still in his 

room. The darkness without seemed to in- 
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crease the shadows within him. He buried 
his face in a pillow on the bed and thought 
black thoughts, even of suicide, especially 
of unobtrusive self-destruction of the sort 
that leaves no body to be disposed of with 
trouble to others. He thought of where he 
might have been, in a cozy little alcove in a 
library with the cataloguer's cards about 
him, while low- voiced soft-footed attendants 
brought the books quietly and took them 
away in silence. The utter wretchedness of 
his lot so surged over him that he gave way 
to a paroxysm of sobs and tears. Perhaps 
this was what was necessary to wash the 
femininity out of him. 

It was about midnight that this apology 
for a man suddenly came to a realization of 
his shame. He rose and lit the gas. He 
looked at his red eyes in the mirror. 

'*Are you a woman?" he asked, **in a 
woman's business and doing it like one? 
Are you the lady principal of the Prescott 
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school ? You ? I despise and loathe you. 
You have had your last hold on me. You' ve 
overdone the thing, quite wept yourself out, 
with your feminine tears. This is the last 
of you. William, you have feared your last 
fear and cringed your last cringe. From 
now on you are a man. No longer Gentle 
Willy Ware but Bill Ware, so help me God.'* 

IV 

He drew himself up to his full height. 
Then he washed his face, put on his hat, 
and went out into the open air. He found 
an all-night lunch-cart and ate a man's 
portion with a man's relish. He walked 
down Locust street and stopped upon the 
canal bridge to see the big round moon ris- 
ing behind the foundry. 

It was the brisk canal season before the 
close of navigation; every shipper was 
hustling night and day to get the wheat east 
before the winter shut down. As he stood 
there he heard, surging up from below, a 
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most vigorous and voluble stream of rotund, 
mouth-filling profanity, from some irate 
captain on the stem of a boat that had stuck 
fast in the mud. To Ware they seemed 
most satisfying sounds. Rebellious against 
the delicacy of his earlier years he delighted 
in this vigorous contrast. Like a child who 
has sat quiet in a school he longed to shout 
^oud. Like one wearied by the tinkling of 
a lady's guitar he hungered for the crash of 
brass-band music. The wicked torrent of 
the boatman's speech invigorated the school- 
master. It was not at all feminine. The 
teamster was lashing the mulets; the captain 
was straining with his arms against the abut- 
ment of the bridge and roaring out his ex- 
pletives. It was to no purpose. At length 
the boatman sat down in desperation looking 
up at Ware. 

** What's the matter with you?" said the 
schoolmaster. 

« 

Then it was told, with ample trimmings 
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how two men had sneaked away and left 
the captain of the **Sure^Thing" to do. 
double work after his long day. He must 
tend both stem and bow, with twenty mile& 
yet to make before Jones Basin could be 
reached, where more men were to be had. 
The boat was over-loaded^and had kept 
scraping on the bottom. If there were a 
bow man who knew enough to shift the line 
as he was told, the captain knew the canal 
well enough to dodge these shoal spots and 
make good time. 

Ware climbed over the bridge rail and 
dropped down upon the deck. 

''Well, don't sit there like a woman 
brooding over your troubles ; men don't do 
that. Get out your tackle and pull her off. 
I'll tend bow for you to Jones Basin. You 
tell me what you want done and if you don't 
tell me right I'll smash your damned face." 

It would be hard to teU who was more 
astonished at this remark, the][man to whom 
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it was addressed or the man who made it. 

However, the tackle was brought out and 
made fast to the post on the tow-path. The 
mules strained away at it. The two men 
pushed on the side wall of the canal. At 
length the "Sure Thing of Buflfalo" slid out 
of the mud into the deeper water on the 
Other side. Then they swung away to the 
eastward and Ware sat down at his station 
on the bow. 

On they glided through the silent city, 
under the black bridges, between the dark 
walls, with moist mixed smells rising round 
them; they played peek-a-boo with the rising 
moon behind the chimneys and came out 
into the open country with the white gleam 
shimmering on the water ahead. Sweet 
autumn odors came over the fields, faintly 
flavored with the aromatic scent of burning 
leaves. Wrapped in a great coat of the 
captain's, the new crew enjoyed the beauty 
of the night until it wore into the gray of 
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dawn, then into the silver, then into the gold* 
William Ware at the bow was never be- 
fore so satisfied with himself and all things 
as now, doing a real man's work like a real 

• 

man. Jones Basin swung into view at 
seven o'clock, clean and radiant in the light 
of an autumn Sunday morning. They tied 
up the ** Sure Thing" behind a string of 
Lorain barges. Her captain soon had hired 
a crew. He handed Ware a dollar bill with 
the remark: **Agood man's always sure of 
something if he ain't too damned particka- 
ler." 

I have seen this identical bill neatly 
framed, with that legend engrossed under it. 



Breakfast was next, in the sunlit dining- 
room of the Jones Basin House, with the 
company of a dozen captains, teamsters, and 
barn hands, scrubbed to a glistening S unday 
pink. There was bacon; there were eggs,. 
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creamed potatoes, hot biscuit and steaming 
coffee. As a Sunday treat, the captain of the 
' * Sure Thing ' ' bought cigars. 

''Give me a very mild one," said the 

schoolmaster; *' a very mild one indeed." 

There was a smile at this; not for the 
mildness of the tobacco wanted, but for that 

use of the word ''indeed ' ', which is not in 
the canal vernacular. 

First things and last things ! How the 
poets and historians have marked them I 
May I not dwell on these trivialities in the 
life of William Ware because they occured 
at the beginning of his especial vUa nuova f 

May I not picture him in his revolt from 
old traditions overdoing things; standing by 
the water's brink waving adieus to the 
"Sure Thing" and puffing cautiously at 

discreet intervals, but with great resolve not 
to be conquered by his roll of clear Connect- 
icut leaf, and humming to himself: 
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* * What ? All night on a canal boat ?' ' 

* ' Sure thing ! I got a dollar for it, too, 
and the uplifting assurance of the captain 
that a good man can always get something 
if he ain't too damned partickaler. What 
are you doing here?*' 

*' My mother lives here. I began life on 
the tow path." 

*^ Like Garfield, etc." 

*'0r David Harum. Where are you go- 
ing now?" 

*^ Back to Somerset by train, I suppose.' 
*^Come spend the day with me. I hope 
you are my mascot. Your boys elected me 
mayor on Friday; that's a good beginning." 

VII 

Perhaps the reader knows the pretty vil- 
lage of Jones Basin, with its tree-lined streets 
and old-fashioned houses. At one of these 
the two men stopped. A cheerful well-pre- 
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served woman of sixty gave them a wel- 
come. There was another son, a farmer^ 
and there was a daughter, Hilda Stark, 
known at Somerset in the up-state phrase as 
* ' quite a musician' ' . 

''Herman," said the good frau Stark, 
with cheerful decision, '*the young man 
must go to church with us.'' 

Next see our schoolmaster in the family 
pew in the little white meeting-house, gazing 
with respectful church-going admiration at 
the choir, where the yellow-haired beauty of 
the Stark family sat. See him hold up his 
head when he hears her contralto voice in 
the service. Is she singing at him ? Pre- 
posterous 1 Yet such a look of tenderness 
and sincerity in his direction I Why should 
a mere brother, Herman Stark, get such a 
message from the eyes ? 

Then came the sermon: a mild, soothing, 
comforting preachment on the duty of 
Christian humility. The happy school- 
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master closed his eyes to a delicious rest in 
payment of his all-night vigil. He was 
gliding down a broad canal ; the mirror- 
like water reflected a glorious moon. The 
dim and feathery trees gave out a delicious 
perfume. He stood at the bow and did his* 
work like a man, but the helmsman was a 
woman with yellow hair, who sang with a 
voice like a soul set to music. A sallow- 
faced, slaty-eyed, black-bearded section bos& 
jumped aboard and began to find fault. 
The helmswoman pouted her red lips 
and laughed. He threw the boss over- 
board. Then he awoke to see Herman 
Stark looking at him with a good-natured 
smile as he whispered: 

** Go on, sleep if you want to. You ain't 
missin' much." 

Ware walked back with the nominee while 
the other Starks remained for Sunday-school. 
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VIII 

^' I didn't care for the minister's treatment 
of his text, ' ' said Stark. ^ * It didn' t hit me, 
somehow." 

** Why's that?" 

^^ I don't think he put the emphasis in 
the right place." 

**Howso?" 

*'He dwelt on the persecution, reviling 
and contempt we get, but he viewed it as a 
thing to be endured in sadness and humil-' 
ity. I would have developed it differently. 
When men revile you and persecute you and 
say all manner of evil against you falsely 
while you are serving God and the right, 
what shall you do ? Suffer ? Let it mortify 
you? By no means. Rejoice. Be exceed- 
ing glad. Don' t count yourself unfortunate. 
You are not unfortunate; you are blessed. 
Be glad. Congratulate yourself. That's 
what the text says." 
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'*Upon my word," said Ware, his face 
aglow with a new light. *' Why, man, you 
are a Christopher Columbus to me. I'll 
tell you why, sometime." 

'* Nonsense," said Stark, with a twinkle 
in his eye. *'You certainly did let his 
Royal Pomposity's venom roll off yesterday 
as if you had a rubber suit on. You never 
even deigned to answer him." 

*' How do you know that Mr. McGill went 
for me yesterday?" 

**Why, in politics pretty nearly every- 
thing comes to you, especially confidential 
school matters. The school business seems 
to loosen tongues. Poor McGill; he has no 
humor. He bats you for getting too near 
the edge of politics, while he is trying to 
swim deep in politics with Larkins and the 
whole antediluvian bunch. He's a poor 
guesser. There won't be any Larkins after 
Tuesday night. But you were tip-top not 
to answer back. Never argue with a super- 
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ior, a newspaper, a woman, or an echo: all 
for the same reason. You did better to fol- 
low Grant's way and Sherman's way: no 
explaining, no answering back: dignified 
sUence. I've been admiring you ever 
since." 

^^No," said Ware. ^^This is— I'U be 
blest if I'll pose before you as a hero. The 
man nearly broke my heart I didn't speak 
because I didn't have the courage." 

^* A man is a very poor judge of his own 
courage. From a boy I've been sensitive 
even to tears. And yet what's my nick- 
name? ^Hard-headed Herman'. I take 
up a case with a man. He abuses me; he 
hurts my feelings. I want to get away and 
hide my head like an ostrich. I want to be 
surrounded by a company who love me, 
who trust me and say pleasant things about 
me; but, hang it all, the experts on this 
sort of thing, Confucius, Epictetus, Christ, 
what do they say ? That you are lucky when 
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everybody praises you ? Just the contrary. 
When men revile, and criticize, and oppose, 
then you are what? Why, the strongest 
word in the Vocabulary of joy is chosen: 
you are blessed: beatvs; isn't that the word? 
supremely happy." 

*^ Again, I say,'' exclaimed Ware, ^'that 
this is a discovery. Why man, it makes 
the thrills run up my back." 

^' I would have liked the reverend gentle- 
man this morning better if he had played on 
that side of the harp more. Why, the text 
says that reviUng and unfriendly criticism 
are an experience to be glad of because it 
elects you to the company of great men: 
* so persecuted they the prophets which were 
before you'. It's the sure way to get up 
out of the ordinary. What is more deadly 
than the typical — " 

"The typical schoolmaster," said Ware. 

''The typical anything,*' continued the 
other. " The typical is the commonplace. 
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Yes, it does seem as though school men 
want to reduce every one and every thing to 
the type form, but, Lord, how monotonous f 

So long as nobody criticizes you that's a 
sign you are typical. Nobody throws cluba 

at barren trees, it's only at those with good, 
juicy fruit on 'em. When some one begins 
to revile you, that's a sign your bearing." 

" Hooray I" said Ware. 

'* Sure!" continued Stark. Do you know 
about the Hebrew who kept going into the 
Irish saloon and was knocked down every 
time? * Don't go back there again,' saya 
his friend. ^ Why do you do it ?' ^Because, ' 

said the Jew, * I have a right to go in there; 
but better than that, every time I am knocked 

down, I see diamonds.' That's it. If you 
take it right, every pounding you get circu- 
lates the blood. Every time you butt your 
head against a stone wall it starts your 
brains a- working. It's — 
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'To struggle against great odds, 

To meet enemies undamited. 

To be entirely alone with them, 

To find how much they can stand, 

To look strife, torture, and prison, 

Popular odium, face to face. 

To mount the scaffold, to advance 

To the muzzle of guns with nonchalance. 

To be, indeed, a God.* 

*'The minister wouldn't dare to quote 

Walt like that in the pulpit." 

** Certainly not; he's a typical minister." 
^'Then the conclusion is, not to shun 

trouble." 

** Better than that." 

** To expect it" 

"Better yet." 

*' To look for it." 

"Why, sure! If all this happiness, bles- 
sedness, is the accompaniment of trouble^ 
why wait for it to come ? Go out and get it. 
Look at two right actions. Which is more 
likely to give you the more trouble ? Take 
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that one. There can not be any doubt that 
this is the course of a man." 

**Say, Mr. Herman Stark, where did you 
get this philosophy ? ' ' 

* ' My boy, it is as old as the hills. Every 
body knows it. The typical man, however, 
is too much of a coward, too lazy, to live up 
to it." 

IX 

After the old-fashioned country dinner, 
matters came about so that the schoolmaster 
found himself in charge of Hilda Stark, who 
played for him and sang for him without 
oomplaining that all her music was in Som- 
erset, and she couldn't play without her 
notes. 

'*I like those songs," said Ware, 'Torest 
Old', 'The Hunter on the HiU'. They 
seem sturdy and virile." 

**Ye8, I like them too. My father used 
to sing them in Germany. He used to say. 
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"^When you take the trouble to do anything 
in music or anjrthing else, do something 
that is solid and substantial.' " 

After a while the conversation turned to 
the canal. 

" Do you care for boating ? " asked Ware. 

**Yes, indeed.'' 

''^Can you steer ? " he asked, recalling his 
vision in the church. 

*' Yes, I can steer." 

She thrilled him by this answer. 

" That's a valuable accomplishment," he 
said. ''I'm willing to put in the work 
necessary to pull a boat, but I hate to have 
to look around so much to see where I'm 
going." 

'' I like a canoe better," she added, '' be- 
cause both people can work and guide, too." 

*'I never was in a canoe,." said Ware. 
■''I've always been looking back to where I 
came from — ^not ahead at all. ' ' 

**You have a pleasure yet before you." 
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Too swiftly the afternoon sped away and 
Herman Stark, his sister, and the school- 
master took the train to Somerset. 

* 'Finish the day with us, Ware," said 
the nominee. *'A little supper at home and 
some music to digest it." 

At the Stark house that night they met a 
number of men bringing in news of how 
things were coming next Tuesday. They 

were alert young fellows. Ware felt himself 
in many ways inferior to them, like a strange 

dog that has been tied up in a back yard 
away from folks. He manfully held a 
proffered cigar between his teeth and listened 
to the conference with the silent gravity of 
an old experienced campaigner. 

X 

A happy thought came to him. He 
would offer to escort Hilda Stark Tuesday 
night to the Chronicle ofl&ce, where the re- 
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turns were to be received. He took the 

opportunity to slip away from the men and 

toward the music room, where the sound of 

the piano told him Miss Stark was playing. 

But when he was about to enter he observed 

that a young man was standing beside the 

player, turning the leaves for her. His 
long -wonted practice of giving way asserted 

itself. His hopes went down to zero. 

** What idiocy I" he thought. ^'Who 
beside me would not have known that a 
beautiful and accomplished woman like her 
has a train of suitors to pick from without 
•even the thought of a schoolmaster like me ?' ' 

But on his way to his roam the great 
lesson of the day came back to him and he 
«aid, ^^Of course she has suitors, and of 
•course I am glad of it. I'm looking for 
trouble, not avoiding it. I'm going to 
marry Hilda Stark. The more men who 
want her, the better. Keep your eye on 
BiU Ware." 
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How dififerent his room looked ! The- 
landlady's big pictures of General Grant, 
General Sherman, and General Sheridan, 
which he had never honored with more than 
a passing glance, seemed especially to wel* 
come him. 

' * Four of a kind, boys I " he said. ' * We'll 
run a great campaign this winter." 

That was a wonderful sleep that night. 
You know the recipe, maybe. Close your 
eyes and picture her face, her hair, the play 
of her mouth, the motion of her head. 
Listen to the rich, low tones of her voice, 
like a caress. Morpheus shakes his balmy 
bough over your eyelids, but through the- 
branches you see her still. 

XI 

Stark won by a handsome plurality^ 
William Ware was with him in his office in 
the Chronicle building when the result waft 
conceded by the rival candidates. William 
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Ware was also getting himself used to men's 
and women's society in the Chronicle office, 
upstairs, where he found himself making 
conversation with dozens of bright people to 
whom he was introduced by the friends of 
HUda Stark. 

When he went home he said to Generals 
Grant, Sherman, and Sheridan : ** Boys, I 
have made up my mind to go into politics 
and society." 

XII 



It must have been a month after this that 
William Ware was summoned to the office 
of the superintendent of schools. 

**Mr. Ware," said the slaty-eyed McGill^ 
** I have once before admonished you that 
your conduct was exceedingly annoying and 
offensive to ma I believe you are purposely 
trjring to discredit me for having recom- 
mended you. Word is brought to me that 
you have been seen using tobacco." His 
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voice became a mixture of whine and snarl. 
^'Why do you do these things? I demand 
that this conduct shall cease or I shall be 
compelled to take action." 

*'Well?'' he growled as Ware said noth- 
ing, *'you evidently think I have nothing 
to do but to wait for you. What have you 
to say?" 

On William Ware's face was a most puz- 
zling expression. It seemed to Superinten- 
dent McGill the smile of insolence and in- 
sult — a half -laugh of defiance. It was really 
nothing of the sort. It was an exstatic ex- 
pression of satisfaction of a new man under- 
going his first great test since his reform. 
He was discovering that his new nerve was 
healthy and sound. 

*^Why I have nothing to say, Mr. Mc- 
Gill," he said, quietly and pleasantly. 

*^Do you defy me, sir?" roared the 
superintendent. 

''I am sure I do not." 
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^' Do you or do you not intend to give up 
smoking?" 

*To tell the truth, sir, I had not given 
any thought to giving up smoking, as I have 
only recently taken it up. I hardly feel 
that I have given the art sufficient trial to 
abandon the effort as too difficult for me at 
my age." 

^'Why, sir, you are insolent to me," cried 
the superintendent, enraged at the unin- 
telligible calmness of his principal. *' You 
are insubordinate. Out of this office, this 
instant." 

''Now, boys," said Ware to the three 
generals on the wall, ''we're coming on. 
The blow direct has none effect; the under- 
cut we now expect. Now we'll get it in the 
back." 

XIII 

Donald Crerar of the board of education 
was a Scotchman. Quite naturally he was 
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soon invited to deliver an address on "Bums- 
Day" to the parents in the district of the 
Prescott school. The three little girls who 
danced the highland fling at this entertain- 
ment had to do it three times over at his 
request. Complaint was then made to 
Deacon Henry Bell of the board that they 
were dancing at the Prescott school and in 
costumes that were indecent. Who took 
this news to Crerar before Bell had a chance 
to protest to Ware and reprimand him? 
Some good manager attended to it, for in a 
few minutes after he heard it, Donald Crerar 
was roaring in Bell's store, declaring to that 
apologetic member that every Scotsman in 
the city was insulted and outraged by the 
intimation that there was anything wrong 
with the national dress of Scotia or that the 
highland fling was not suitable for dancing 
even in a church. 

"Who said it. Bell, who said it? I'll 
throw it in his teeth ! " 



►• •. •••••• • • 
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** Well, we don't want a fuss, Crerar, but 
it was the superintendent who made that 
criticism tome." 

**A slap in my face, sir, and an insult to 
the Scotchmen of Somerset, of America, and 
of the world, sir ! " 

The superintendent was sore after hig 
interview with Donald Crerar. 

The ever-listening clerks at headquarters 
passed the story round. 

*^ Boomerang number one," winked 
William to the Generals. 

XIV 

Hon. Bernard Gallagher of the board of 
education presided at * * an afternoon of Irish 
Song" at the Prescott school. 

* ^ This is the foinest school in Somerset, ' ' 
he told the audience, *' and the foinest prin- 
cipal. I nivir saw the dear ould Oirish reel 
done better in the ould country." 

Some one told Deacon Bell that the Pres- 
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cott school was neglecting arithmetic for 
cheap vaudeville. But this news came to 
Gallagher by wireless message. 

See a wild Irishman storming in Bell's 
store to find who dared to give to anything 
Irish the name of vaudeville or to call it 
cheap. The superintendent was hurt by his 
interview with Gallagher that day. 

The Chronicle printed the standings of the 
schools in arithmetic as shown by the super- 
intend ent's tests and showed the Prescott in 
the lead. 

^'Boomerang number two." winked 
Ware to Grant. 

XV 

Every member of the board seemed to fit 
in exactly to various exercises and events in 
the Prescott school all that winter. 
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XVI 

If one were writing the school history of 
that year in Somerset he would also record 
the fact that Superintendent McGill dis- 
covered that the system needed an additional 
supervisor of singing and that he approached 
Mayor Stark upon that subject to ascertain 
whether his accomplished sister would be 
willing to give the benefit of her musical 
talents to the children of the city at the same 
salary as that of Mr. Herberman, the present 
supervisor. 

Stark wore a broad grin on meeting this 
political proposition of the Superintendent, 
but he guessed that "Hilda preferred her 
pots and pans with a little music on the 
side." Nevertheless Miss Hilda Stark was 
elected additional supervisor and accepted 
the position. 
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XVII 

But the historian of Somerset schools 
would make more of the memorable con- 
ference summoned the last of May by the 
Superintendent McGill. He had delivered 
a paper before the Council of Superinten- 
dents at Fort Edward. It was on his favorite 
topic, the teaching of civics. It seemed to 
him too good a piece of educational fireworks 
to set oflE only once, especially a hundred 
miles from home. Therefore he had called 
a meeting of all the teachers '*to confer," 
the notice said, ''upon the best means of 
educating pupils for citizenship." 

Superintendent McGill usually wrote a 
good paper, but in it he was always taken 
with a longing for vehemence and that, too, 
over commonplaces. Old Dr. Thompson of 
Bingham ton's characterization of McGill 
was that the awful solemnity with which he 
declared twice two to be four was only exceed- 
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ed by the fury with which he demanded that 
two and two should be five. 

On the occasion of his conference the 
superintendent was tremendously in earnest. 
^ ' Development, " * * environment, ' ' * * along 
those lines," "on the part of the pupil," 
and other professional phrases were thun- 
dered out with more than usual power. 
He laid down his dictum with all the old- 
time solemnity that had won his name for 
him, " His Bojal Pomposity." Especially 
severe was he upon those practices develop- 
ing la some quarters to bring politics into 
the schools. No teacher or principal should 
let himself become a democrat or a repub- 
lican; he should be a school man and 
nothing but a school man, first, last, and 
all the time. 

The knowing ones glanced sidewise at one 
another as the thinly disguised attacks upon 
the principal of the Prescott school rolled 
off the superintendent's tongue. 
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Then the question was said to be open 
for discussion. The teachers waited for 
the usual commendations upon the super- 
intendent from some principal or other that 
would close the meeting. 

Good old Hiram Welling, who had agreed 
with every speech he had ever listened to, 
rose and expressed the satisfaction every 
one must feel on hearing this splendid paper. 
The faithful began to gather their belong- 
ings preparatory to adjournment, when 
William Ware addressed the chair. 

There was a decided stillness at once, 
something of awe in the air. The speaker 
began in a conversational tone, expressing 
satisfaction at the choice of subject for the 
conference, and at the fact that it was a 
conference and not merely an address, "be- 
cause," said he, *' there is nothing that 
develops us so much as formulating and 
expressing our opinions to friendly judges 
who will give us their own in return. From 
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friction of this kind comes warmth and fire 
and light." 

There were some smiles at this. 

*' I have been turning over in my mind," 
he continued, '* the proposition of the 
speaker that no one in the schools should 
be a democrat or a republican. In so elo- 
quently presenting this dictum our super- 
intendent is in accord with the best 
authorities, Horace Mann, David P. Page, 
and the superintendents of almost all the 
cities in the state. In fact this paternal 
selection of what he shall and shall not 
think about has been decided for the teacher 
not only in our day but long before our 
craft was dissociated from the management 
of the church. What men do, thou, the 
teacher, shalt not do. Walk thou in the 
narrow way that giveth offence to none, so 
shalt thou be the typical teacher. Be ye 
even as little children who obey and ques- 
tion not. 
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''This suggests the enquiry: how can 
teachers educate to citizenship in a republic 
where every man is a sovereign will, if the 
teacher himself is not free to engage in the 
chief duty of the citizen and exercise his 
thought on civic problems ? Abuses, alas, 
seem to characterize politics. How shall 
we educate a citizenship free from those 
abuses unless we know them, hate them, 
and shall lead the coming citizen to hate 
them, too ? 

'' If we are to take no part in politics let 
us not attempt to teach politics. If it be 
the wish of schoolmen to live a sapless life, 
free from the real man's share of the trouble 
without which no manhood can develop, 
then let us be logical and honest and teach 
only dead languages and abstract mathe- 
matics. 

''This has been the tradition of schools. 
It is only in this republic and only in the 
present that the head of the national system 
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of schools, the United States Commissioner, 
has urged that the cloistered workers in our 
school rooms should be driyen perforce into 
the world they are fitting children for, them- 
fielves to learn it and to take part in all its 
higher " 

^' I must call the speaker to order,^' came 
the stern voice of Superintendent McGill, 
who had risen at his desk and was glowering 
•at the schoolmaster who had dared to pro- 
mulgate a heresy in open meeting. 

Ware stopped speaking. He saw the ex- 
cited expressions on the faces of the teachers 
before him but in the rear of the little hall 
he saw the new music supervisor, Hilda 
Stark, pouting her red lips and laughing 
out of her hazel eyes. He saw the same 
expression of exultant glee that once he saw 
in a dream : a woman encouraging him from 
the stern of a boat while he fought his 
battle on the bow. 

'*Sir," he said, turning sideways to face 



„» 
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the chairman and speaking in a cheerful 
voice, '^ I am sure I intended to be in per- 
fect order. By your signed invitation I 
came to confer with other teachers. Either 
this floor is free or it is not. If it be de-^ 
sired fchat we shall merely echo the opinions 
of the presiding officer, then there is better 
illustrated than I could describe it the in* 
dependence of thought our pupils are to> 
gain as preparation for citizenship." 

*' You are impertinent, sir," roared the 
superintendent. 

Ware looked at the radiant face of the 
woman near the door. It charged him witli 
a mixture of rashness, deviltry, and humor. 

He laughed. 

It broke the tension of the audience. 
They joined him. The teaching corps of 
Somerset went into hysterics. Ware held 
up his hand imploringly, then command- 
ingly, and silence came. 

Superintendent AIcGill was standing by 
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his desk with the expression of a commander 
out of a job. 

Ware, thinking of Herman Stark's advice 
AS to arguments with superiors, newspapers, 
women and echoes said:— 

" I beg your pardon. I did not mean to 
laugh. I quite forgot myself. I will take 
my seat. I have nothing more to say." 

McGill left the stage by the side door. 
The conference broke up immediately. As 
Ware walked out, the men and women 
tihook their heads and laughed as if want- 
ing to say, •' You're a naughty wag." 

XVIII 

He walked up to the Locust Street bridge 
and looked down the canal. 

Hilda Stark came along and stopped be- 
side him. 

*' It was superb," she said. 

^' It was merely a little out of the ordi- 
nary," he replied. 
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** He's done for, I guess." 
**Not at all. We'll get him another 
place." 

"You'll be the superintendent." 

*' I certainly shall not." 

"Who then?" 

*'Fred Cronson." 

"What, that fatty?" 

** Certainly. He's good-natured and lazy.. 

He has a sense of humor. He'll not insist 
on doing the thinking for the whole system." 

" How do you know he'll be elected?" 

" We have discussed it often in the board 
in case of an emergency." 

" How should you know what the board 
thinks?" 

"The mayor is about to appoint me a 
member of it." 

"Why, that's absurd, a principal on tho 
board." 

" 0, I don't know; the mayor says they 
do it in Norway and Sweden and Denmark;. 
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they even have teachers on the board." 

* ^ WeMl have too easy a time with Fatty 
Gronson at the head of things." 

^' That's what bothers me personally. 
There'll be no trouble coming my way." 

'* You ought to look for some." 

*' I'm going to." 

'^How?" 

" I'm studying law." 

*' And holding your place too ? That 
isn't right." 

'' That's what I've thought." 

*' Why do you stay ?" 

'* Thought I wouldn't. Now that Mc- 
Qill is gone there'll be no trouble for me ; 
life too easy. Besides a board member can 
do more for schools than the system will let 
a principal or a teacher do." 

" Where are you studying ?" 

"In Herman Stark's office." 

*' Excellent." 

" I'm going into partnership with him." 
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*' Splendid." 

" Then I'm going in partnership with his 
sister." 

" William Ware, let go of my hand." 

** * Bill' Ware, please; it's my new name, 
used by those who love me." 

'* I like your impudence." 

" I know you do, Hilda, that's a chief 
reason why I use it." 

^'Why, you impertinent. Take your 
hand ofi mine. Look at the boat captain 
down there waving his arms at you." 

*' Well, bless my soul, if it isn't the cap- 
tain of the ^ Sure Thing'. Great name, 
isn't it, my dear? Eiss your hand to him 
Hilda; he brings good luck. What do you 
think he told me once ?" 

'^ I am sure I have not the slightest desire 
to know." 

*' Then I'll tell you. *A good man is al- 
ways sure of something if he ain't too 
damned partickaler'." 
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" You insultiDg thing." 

*' Hilda Stark, listen to me. What does 
yonr mother think of me ?" 

'^None of my business, sir. I have only 

contempt for a man that will sneak ont of 

town once a week to get a sqnare meal at a 

conntry house and wheedle a dear old lady 

over to his side." 

*' She's an expert on good men, Hilda." 

"Conceited." 

** Do you see that yellow house down 
there, Hilda?" 

"I don't think your brilliance has entirely 
blinded me." 

"It's the Somerset boat club." 

"Beally? I thought it was an asylum. 
You belong, don't you?" 

"There's a green canoe in there, made by 
Gerrish. It belongs to me Two paddles. 
I've been practising in it for a month. Will 
you come now and try it? The trees are in 
blossom. Willow creek is brimming with 



